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what I think. You know I wish very earnestly to see
you, a man made to understand and make happy any
pure, good woman, married to one. I don't think any
son owes his parents more than the conscientious assur-
ance that he has clearly thought over what he is about
to do (in such a matter); seeing that men are the only
possible judges in the case; and that the stake is all
their own. To have found a suitable person, and to give
her up for anything on earth is like seeing a jewel on the
shore and rejecting it on account of the trouble of con-
veying it home. But do you strongly recognise the
jewel? Have you found her? A boy can't, but a
man must reason, in these cases. You may know your
love from its power of persisting and bearing delay.
Passion has not these powers. If your love of this
person is true and not one of your fancies, it will soon
light you clear enough. . . . And don't be hasty and
think you are trusting your instinct by grasping suddenly
at the golden apple. Can you bear poverty for her?
Will she for you? Can she, even if she would? Think
whether you are risking it, and remember that very few
women bear it and retain their delicacy and charm.
Some do. Can you think her one of the chosen? The
great difficulty is to be honest with ourselves. If there
comes a doubt, the wave of passion overwhelms it. Try
and listen to your doubt. See whether you feel, not what
we call love, but tenderness for her. Satisfy yourself
on this point. And then determine to wait. You can,
if your heart has^ conceived real tenderness. If not,
should you marry her? You speak of securing her.
You may secure her person, but how can you be yet
sure of more? If continually you find her worthier,
fix your mind to win her by the force of your love. Then
should you have that divine delight, I ask you whether
you can see any earthly obstacle in your way? Yous is temper andery early youth.
